One will blow flames, when nations drowse, With which to burn prophetic lips: And some find shares, with cruiser-prows. To heave the curling turf like ships.
Then, like Niagara set free, Ride on, you fine Commando: vain Were looking back, for all you'd see Were cCharlies' running for their train!
For none save those are worthy birth Who neither life nor death will shun: And we plough deepest in the Earth Who ride the nearest to the Sun.
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